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Clara ! That epitome of sterility ! And it was
the life itself which had defeated him. The eternal
sameness of it, ranging from the Sxinday joint to
the fortnight at Eastbourne in August. If Heaven
upheld the ritxial of Sunday joints, Henry Phxtwell
decided he would immediately take the other
turning. And then there were the children.
Dominated as they were by Eleanor, they had
seldom anything in common with him, though
Ruth's cupboard love was xmmistakable since the
question of attractive clothes and Tony Wilbraham
had appeared on the horizon. Had he ever had
any affection for them ? Or for his wife Eleanor ?
A shower of crisp golden leaves pattered against
the window. Autumn^ the avenue lined with over*
blown roses...
J|C                                                         #                                                          *
As a rule Henry Pintwell became drowsy im-
meditately after his mid-day meal, but to-day his
thoughts had assximed an abnormal clarity and
divergence. From Monsiexir Pontaye's piece of
blue chalk they wandered to the vision of Lottie
Collins singing Ta ra ra Bourn dee *ay at that
delightfully Rabelaisian music hall across the
river. He was a young man then, straw-hatted
and in the spring of life. He recollected another
occasion. That was the night when he was walking
home at a late hour to his lodgings in Battersea,
It was raining lightly. He had had a good meal
with a friend at a -Soho restaurant. A rhythmical
sense of well-being surged through his body as he
walked vigorously along the wet pavements, The